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yea to-morro\v. Although it does not affect me personally,
it will bo to me the happiest event that ever occurred, ex-
cept, of course, one.*

1 What can she mean ? ' thought Lothair. But at that
moment Cardinal Berwick approached him, and Miss
Aruuclel glided away.

Father Coleman attended Lothair home to the Agostini
Palace, and when they parted said with much emphasis,
* I must congratulate you once more on the great event.'

On the following morning, Lothair found on his tahle a
number of the Roman journal published that day. It was
customary to place it there, hut in general he only glanced
at it, and scarcely that. On the present occasion his own
name caught immediately his eye. It figured in a long
account of the celebration of the preceding day. It was
with a continually changing countenance, now scarlet, now
pallid as death; with a palpitating heart, a trembling
hand, a cold- perspiration, and at length a disordered vision,
that Lothair read the whole of an article, of which we now
give a summary :

* Rome was congratulated on the service of yesterday,
which celebrated the greatest event of this century. And
it came to pass in this wise. It seems that a young En-
glish noble, of the highest rank, family, and fortune (and
here the name and titles of Lothair were accurately given),
like many of the scions of the illustrious and influential
families of Britain, was impelled by an irresistible motive
to enlist as a volunteer in the service of the Pope, when
the Holy Father was recently attacked by the Secret
Societies of Atheism. This gallant and gifted youth, after
prodigies of valour and devotion, had fallen at Montana in
the sacred cause, and was given up for lost. The day
after the battle, when the ambulances laden with the
wounded were hourly arriving at Rome from the field, an
English lady, daughter of an illustrkmB house, celebrated